A Spring which overtakes the fruit.

Till blossoms crown the fond pursuit.

And there is neither Time nor Space

Within that paradisal place;

Nor separating length and breadth;

With Love identical is Death;

And no more fearful in that grove

Is Death to those who dwell than Love.

Not in our East then, but in verse,

The far-seen flashing feather flies,
In Groves of Dawn whose wells immerse
The star that lights and leads the Wise.
But rare's the book that holds the Word
That moves the uncompanioned Bird
To shake the air, and, in its flight,
Rain down the variegated light
That makes all timeless, and transforms
Unmagical and ageing norms;
And, when it falls upon, renews
The full blue eye, the twinkling thews.
And makes again the heart of man
Ageless and epinikian.